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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 
In Billie\‘s POV. Contains coercion/violence. 


He bounced on the spongy surface of the bed, balance shot off-kilter by the unexpected shove, and then cool 
metal snapped into place around his wrists and he twisted his head, staring through long, unkempt black bangs 


at the gleaming handcuffs, utterly shocked. 

"What the-let me gol" He tugged fruitlessly at the steel bands. "The fuck is up with you?" 

When no answer was forthcoming, he let his head return to its natural position to find moody blue eyes locked 
on him, a dull shining in a chiselled face. He didn't recognise the expression but his stomach did, something 


uncurling with a dark flame. Edged with the blackness of fear. 


"Let me go." He repeated it quietly. The change in tone didn't seem to appease the man looming over him. 


"No. 


"What?" 


"I said, no." Long fingers went to his belt, undoing it with practiced ease and yanking his jeans down and off even 
as he protested and wriggled, metal digging into his wrists as he kept trying to somehow slip his hands free. 
And then the buttons of his shirt went, fabric parting to be shoved up and up until only his forearms 


remained covered: all the rest of his body lying nude under that merciless voice. 


"The belt is ostentatious, you know. All those silver fucking studs. When you go down on the stage it's the only 
part of you that's clearly visible. Capturing all the available light to show you dry-humping the floor. Up, down, 
up, down" Spidery hands gripped his hips and demonstrated. His dick flopped around - but not as much as he'd 
have thought, and it didn't go unnoticed. 


Thin lips pulled into a filthy smirk. "Yeah. All those people watching your ass bounce, wishing they could be 
beneath you." He leaned in, hands falling to either side of tattooed shoulders. "/ know what its like to be beneath 


you." 


Scared but feeling a strange thrill all the same, adrenalin screeching through his blood, he made one last bid 
for freedom, whispering a name from the past. Appealing to whatever softness might still be left. 


What he got was a sardonic laugh. "You think its that easy, sweet-talking me with a childhood nickname? Do 
you really think I'm that stupid? Let you up so you can fuck with my head just a little bit more, twist me 
round that little finger. Well fuck that. 


"My ass isn't the one that's gonna get used this time." 


No more warning than that and a thick cock thrust inside him, slicked and ready in a way he hadn't been and a 
harsh cry ripped from his throat at the unaccustomed pain even as his own erection jerked into fullness at his 
lover's deadly accuracy; at the hips snapping against his ass, the cockhead striking his prostate with every 
brutal push. 


He still struggled, skin abraded and red by this time, though he barely noticed it in the flood of sensation as he 
was manipulated like a rag doll, legs draped over the other man's shoulders, hips lifted to meet the bruising 
force that swelled into something wholly uncontrollable, rising and rising until he shattered. 


He didn't stop. He didn't even fucking slow down and soon the punishing rhythm held both their heartbeats 
prisoner. Pounding through his body with jarring power that echoed the mad pace of his lover fucking him, one 
hand demanding a renewed erection that stuttered into a brief life and then exploded into whiteness as he 


screamed in agonised release. 


Now..now he gentled. Now his thrusts became liquid warmth, smooth and sweet inside him for only a moment 


more, when a muscle tensed over a razor-sharp cheekbone and an exhaled groan marked completion. 


He made no sound as his wrists were uncuffed and rubbed lightly, as the rest of the shirt was stripped from 
his body and used to clean them both up; as he was ushered under the bedcovers and pulled tightly against a 
tall, lanky frame. 

Safe again, he finally spoke. "What the fuck was that all about, dude? My ass is killing me." 


Blue eyes smiled at him, reminding him why he was curled up in bed with this man despite the unprecedented 


roughness. 


‘Sometimes you really piss me off” 


